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out, as the case might be. So she'd leave the door ajar. Very nice of
her. When I remonstrated with her and said it was her duty to
stay on the job, she asked whether Reynaud had stayed at his job.
Moreover, she told me, she went to sec the landlord. The landlord
was gone, leaving no address. She went to the gerant. The gerant
was gone, leaving no address. She saw no reason why she should stay.
She called Miquet, her dog, and walked out on Numero 13.
So the door was wide open and as I reached it seven young men
were going in. I asked them what they were doing there. One of
them said they were living there. "That's a lie," I said, "get out."
"Who are you? The concierge?" "Get out, or I'll call the police."
"You dirty foreigner," one of them said.
Well, seven wrere a few too many. 1 went to Eugene's Bar next
door and Eugene fetched a couple of sticks and armed with those
sticks we went back. We went into the house and mounted the
stairs till we reached the flat roof, but the young men were gone.
Those young men were caught at dawn by the Police as they were
pilfering an empty house. The open door of Numero 13 must have
given them the wrong impression.
This brings me to Thursday.
Robert and I stood again in front of the Sacre-Coeur, and now
and then you could hear a detonation. A factory or so being blown
up. "Machine is killing machine," he said. Dodo was depressed. We
walked back. Joe and family had started off again, so his door was
closed. The serveuses of the Mere Catherine were waiting for us, the
only clients. There was Pedro, but Paul was still nowhere. The
Germans, we heard, were fifteen miles from Paris The miracle
should look out and watch its step or it would be too late.
Nona came and said her mother was still reading Afein
nothing would induce her to go. M. Richard came over to us and
said his pianist, a Pole, had left. He tried to bully him into staying,
but die man had left. Then we beheld the Pole coining up the
rue Norvins. Yes, he had wanted to leave, got as far as the Porte do
Clichy and could get no further. The crowd was too dense. Then,
God only knows why, I turned to Pedro and said, "You don't want
to be under the, Hun any more than I. What about us two starting off
as we are, right now?" "Yes," said Pedro. "That's what we should
do. We'll start off, you and I." We had another drink and never
spoke of going again.
Nona and I lunched at the Mere Catherine. Langouste and chicken*
Robert carne and sat down and made a queer remark. '*! wouldn't
speak English any more," he said. "You both speak French. Why
don't you always speak French ?" "Nobody is going to stop me from